96                    THOSE   WILD   WEST   INDIES
As I rocked along over the light-weight rails, poking my
head out the engineer's window, I saw nothing but endless
rows of banana plants, their graceful green fronds splashed
with moonlight. Then we passed an overseer's trim house.
" I can't see why the men who live there wouldn't rather
stay than hang around the Superintendency," I remarked.
" You will in a minute/' the engineer shouted as he yanked
open the throttle. " Labour camps on the left. Look at
your own risk ! " Whereupon he ducked low and his engine
roared past a long line of bunk-houses, illuminated by a dozen
camp-fires burning on the hard-packed dirt common between
camp houses and the track. The entire clearing was alive with
men and women. Some were dancing, others scuffling,
fencing with machetes, or gathered about gambling-tables
and portable bars.
A gaunt Indian with the flames throwing high-lights
across his prominent cheeck-bones suddenly ran forward,
yip-yipping and brandishing his blade. He swept the glittering
steel above his head in, a reckless gesture of fury, and then
rushed to the middle of the track, where he struck the rails in
frenzied blows that rang out above the oncoming rumble
of the train.
" Look out, you crazy fool ! "
As the engineer screamed this warning he flung himself
on whistle cord and brake control.   But it was impossible to
stop.   Only at the last second did the Indian's defiance melt;'
he leaped aside as the bumper caught him a sickening blow
above the ankle and sent him spinning.
There was a roar from the crowd. Weapons were
brandished. Several shots rained off the fuel tender*
" Did we kill him ? " I asked.
" Now you see why the boys go to town on pay-day,"
the engineer said, ignoring the question. " Once those
people get likkered up they want to fight. And white meat's
their specialty."
We passed several overseers* houses, all in darkness, and
several labour camps. The farther we progressed inland, the
wilder the scenes became.